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PROL or 
Spoken by Camus. 


AMIDST d this gay Circle, bright beam's the fair Race, 
Each Form's rich with Geſture, each Geſture with Grace; 
Love laughs in their Looks: Youth blooms in each Cheek, 
Senſeſpeaks when they ſmile, and Witſmiles whenthey ſpeak. 
Gay dreſs d Daughters of Beauty, ye Sons of True Taſte, 
This Evening accept of a Choice Spirits Feaſt, 


Ive eall'd them together, this Sett I've ſelected, 

By Camus this Evening Collation's directed; 

Great Bacchus the gay God of Bumper's my Sire, 
Great Bacchus the Fuel and Life of Love's Fire ; 
Who beſtows on the Lover Aſſurance to try, 

And drowns in the Lady all Force to deny. 

From him I'm deſcended, and thus ſpoke my Father, 
Go; call the chief Sons of True Humour together. 
Let Harmony uſher the Things they ſhall ſay, 

Be Laughter attendant, and Wit prompt the Play ; 
But baniſh low Quibble, and Sing-ſong impure, 

Poor perſonal Satire, Entendres obſcure. 

Let not Ribald dare to offend the aw Ear, 

Nor Dullneſs, tho even in Op'ra, 

Let Mirth by the Side of plain n Sen: tak take her Place, 
And the Comic Muſe ſmile unde bauch'd by Grimace ; 
Do not ſtamp the Buffoon on the Sterling of Nature, 
But the Senſe of each Song be expreſs d in each Feature. 
"Twas thus he commanded, I this had to ſay, 

Come, Lads, let me ſee you know how to obey; 

Ye ſocial, harmonious Choice Spirits begin, 

A Moment be ſilent, — 1 W 
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The Choice Spirits Feaſt. 


RECITATIVE. 


WAS at a Ven'ſon Feaſt, at Cricket wie, 1 
By Lightfoot's nimble Son: 4 
Aſleep in Jocky State bl 
The Groomslike Squire fate, 
Nodding in Elbow-chair. 
His Brother Bucks were plac'd around, 
Their Heads with unſeam'd Hunting C 
So ſhould each Sportſman for the Chace 


were bound, 
crown'd. 


Hark! the Horn ſounds, away, away, 
Aurora uſhers in the Day ; 
The op 1 Hounds uncoupled view, 


With deep-hung Dewlaps daſh the Dew ; 
With ſwelling Notes and Head held back, | MY 
See the una lord Stag fark thro' the Brake; | 


The high-bred Horſe ſhakes his air-waving Mane, 
Stamps o'er the ſounding Earth, and ſcours along the plain, 


DUET T. 
« When Phebus the Tops of the Hills does adorn, &c.” 


RE- 


(4) 


RECETTATIVE, 


The liſt ning Croud admir'd the Song, Horn ton'd, 
Bravo! Braviflimo ! they ſhout around; 
Below, the Drawers Bravo back rebound. 


Scar'd with the Noiſe, young Buck awakes, 
And ſtares at all his Brother Rakes ; 

Then rubs his Eyes, aſks what's o Clock ? 
Startled, he hears the Watchman knock. 


Now Silence thrice was call'd, and thrice 'twas broke, 
When in a Fury thus young L:ghtfoot ſpoke : 

Bring up the Watchman, ſeize the vile Invader ; 
Then up they dragg'd the Midnight Serenader. 
When, lo! the Figure of Oli Time appears, 

His Face was furrow'd with five thouſand Years. 
Down his ſmooth Skull a ſingle Lock was hung, 

And feebly coughing, thus the Glutton ſung : 


SONG. 


My Friends pray break up now you've Time, 
You'll repent if in vain you are told ; 

Oh, why will not Bucks in their Prime, 
Conſider they are to grow old ? 


When the pale Face of Winter appears, 
And each late bloſſom'd Tree tops with Snow, 
Thus our Heads, thinly ſpread with white Hairs, 
Life's laſt wintry Evening will ſhow. 


(3) 
Like the Maim'd from long dreadful Campaigns 
You are mark d, by Debauch, full of Scars, 
Sunken Eyes, feeble Hams,” bloodlefs Veins. 
Palſy ſhaking, and {eiz d by Catarrhs : | | 
HO OAe 
Then Toochleſs y ye mump, = ye moan, © 
Your ſhrivel'd Checks twiſting about, 
Ye mumble, ye grumble, and groan, 


Then dic as a Candle goes Out Þ 1:27 2dT 


REC DT ATIVE. 
As when the riſing Tempeſt ruſhing roars, 
Sweeps off the Haryeſt, | ſhakes the founding ſhores, - aro 
Red [ightaings flaſh, Seas bellow, Thunder grows, 
The 1iproar reaching to the Trembling Poles. 
Waves, Winds, Rocks, Rain, Ships, and Clouds contend, 


And Shrieks and Swearing the wide welking rend. 
— dreadfull Din thus gaſe the Drunken Crew,, . 
pes, Glaſſes, Bottles, Punch Bors, Flaſks o'crthrew ; 
They gagg'd the Preacher, daſh'd him to the ground, 
And in a Pipe of 92 * Limewas d don d. 
Huzza young L:ghtfoot ery d, while in our 1 
Claret R Time... 
| - w 5 H. 0 K U 8. Nu f 5 4 a 
The many rend the Room with ; 
So Time was drown'd, and drinking won the Cauſe. 


© End of the Firſt Part. 
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SECOND PART. 
RECITATIVE. 
The Praiſe of Drinking, then the choiceſt Spirit ſung. 
"2.8 0 N G. 
Come my Bucks, irt to-night be devoted to drinking, 
To-motrow's too oon to be troubled with thinking. 


No more ſhall Time preach, nor no more ſhall we hear it, 
For he's drown d as de i in a neee of Claret. 


Now Time is e or no more can forbid us, 
Of that troubleſome Gueſt a Choice Spirit has rid us; 
vet if Time ſhou'd be wanting for any Deſign, 
8 he is ound ty a Hogthead of Wine. 
* 20 tti 2 f. 
Since Time i is confi to our Wins! let us think 
By this Rule we are ſure of our time when we drink. 
Come, my Bucks, let you? Glafſes with Bumpers be prim'd, 
Now we, re certain o is ales wear tim'd. 
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1 RECITATIVE 


Now the Heart-raifing Horn at Diſtance blew, 
Swift to the Chace, away the Sportſmen flew : 
. Shouting they rend the Air, each Hill reſounds, 


Loud neigh the Steeds, and louder ope the Hounds, 


From babbling Eccho _—_ the Noiſe — 
Sooth d 


2 


SIE 


Sooth'd with the Sounds, young Buck grew vain, 
And hunted every Chace again, p | 


And Cover thrice he broke; avdthricc he ha 


SONG. 


| I. 
Here was a Hare kill's and there a Fox fell ; 
Here a Leap took wou d ſtartle a Ceſar ; 
There they unharbour'd, and there rung his Knell, 
And here it was hit off, hark forward to Teizer. | 
Then they their Bumpers above-head ad 
All fell to ſinging and then fell to dancing. 
II. 


Wander and Plunder, ſhrill Thunder and Sue, 
Blueman and Trueman, with Ringwood and Rowkr ; 
| * ps the Babbler, and Tulip ſo true, 
Darling and Starling, and Tattler and Trowler. 
Theſe were the Hounds he hoop'd and he hollow d 
While all the reſt recling with Tolderoll follow'd. 


RECITATIVE. 


Long 
E're better Mufic Britons learn'd . LIE 
Our Britiſb Bards. from whom Choice Spirits come, 
Thus rudely garniſh'd out each Harveſt-home: 
Sung Chevy-Chace, and Robin Hood; 
Or Corn grows now were Trey Town ſtood. 


SONG 


(8) 
8 SONG. 
No Senefino then was known, 
; Cuzzont or Fauſiina; [+ 
No Farinelli charm'd the Town, 
Nor Comic Nicolina. 
But Salt-Box Bang, and. Jews-Harp Twang, 
With Hurdy Gurdy Grunting, 
While others did fing to the Bladder and String, 
Like Hogs in high Winds hunting. 
RECITATIV E., 
Ye ſocial Sons! Ye Lady-loving Race 
Who'taſte with Tranſport Love's unfeign'd Embrace ; 
Who mingle o'er the Wit-enlivening Bowl, 5 
The Feaſt of Reaſon and the Flow of Soul. 
No more let Dulneſs in a Foreign Tongue 
Taint your true Taſtes, nor give up Senſe for Song. 


Beautys of Britain, ye fair female Race, 

Whoſe Words are Muſic, and whoſe Motions Grace: 
Joy of all Hearts, Wiſh of admiring Eyes, 

Heav'n's laſt, beſt Gift, and Love's luxurious Prize. 
Forgive and favour theſe our rude Eſſays, 

And patronize our ruſtic Roundelays. 


SONG. 
Prithee leave off this dull Panegyric, my Dear, 
The Ladys have wiſhed the Choice Spirits to . 
To divert them this Night in Borlace we appear. 


Since Singing s the Taſte, let us have a Duetta, 
Between us we'll make what you call a Burletta, 
- He ſhall do the Old Man, and you do Spiletta. 


A RECITATAIVE. 
T've got a Cold, indeed I'm 1220s 7 
I fear with ſinging, Sir---t0 


it worſe. 


(9) 

Yet till I'll ſtrive, nay work like any Negro, 
From flow Adagio, up to quick Allegro, 
Then change from Forte to the ſoft land 1 * 

That I will be, = 

Si Signor Si, 

Indeed a Bon Compagno. 

Come, my dear Daughter, come, Muſs Malus, 
I muſt compoſe a new Burletta Grinna, 70 * 
And with my Fingers play the 8 


Tis Dinner- time, I find, my dear Signora * :\ 
Go fetch ſome Steaks, Va=--fetch ſome — "ery ; 
While Imake Uniſon of theſe Stoccato ss, 
Boil me ſome Broth, and roaſt ſome nice Potatos. 
SONG. 
Volti Largo mi Aﬀetto, - 
Subito Andante. 
RECITATIV E. 
Put ſome Greens in Cabbage Netto, 
And make ſome __ Sante. 
SONG. 
Non Troppo n' AﬀeQuoſo, 
Tace primo Violin. 
RECITATIVE. 
The Broth will be but ſo fo, 
If you don't put Oatmeal in. 
Thirds, Fifths and Eighths, a Half's above a Quarter, 
A Minum's long, a Quaver is much ſhorter; 
Before you lay the Cloth, go get a Pint of Porter. 
8 0. N G. | | 
She. Pray, Papa, pray pardon moy, 
Son Confuſa, ah ma foy. 
Fetch ſome Drink. 
She Indeed not I, | deed not, Wick peu © 
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He. Youre ill bred; Miſs. 
She, That's a Lye. 
He, Gallop, Trollop, 
Va Vivace, Va Vivace, 
Trollop, Gallop. 
She. Tace Ta. 
He. Le Diable. 
She. Bribble Brabble Barboncina. 
He. Cara Spillatta. 
She. Foolatta. 
He. Le Diable. 
Sbe. Bribble Brabble Piccicina. 
He. Cara Spilatta. 
She. .Foolatta Ca. 


SON G. 

Thus with Jargon they juggle us out of our Money, 
With Cara da Capo encore abandoni, 

Each Phraſe müſt be fine, it's Nouvelle we are ſure on't, 
Nouvelle let it be and let us hear no more on't. 


Be not Britons miſled hy a Song or a Dance, 

Nor your Fathers forget, they're remember d in France; 
Shall Capers, Concertos, Coupees, Serenadas, 
Demoliſh the Men that ;demoliſh'd: Armadas. 


The Black Prince and his Father at Poicters and Creſſy, 
Compgs'd ſome rough: Muſic made Monſieurs uneaſy, 
King Henry the Fifth too at Agincourts Rout, 

Led them up ſuch a Dance that he put them all out. 


% 
To play us a Concert, Spain ſent an Armada, 
To return it, Drake gave them a Sea Serenada; _ 
This Muſic was copy d by Warren and Anſon, - 1 
Which made the French ery Diable Angleterre Chanſon. l 
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singel * «Idlers, and Dancers, when firſt they come here, 


Out of Feathers and Fleſh, juſt like Woodcoc 
But plump'd by our plenty, they're puff d into pride, 
\ Givea Beggar a Horſe : we know where he'll ride. 


Let them Walk, Trot, or Gallop, but ſend them from hence, We 


Nor to ſound my dear Countrymen ſacrifice ſenſe, 
Our Wit is invaded, reſiſt now or never, 


appear; 


J 


And defend Common Senſe, and Old England for ever, 7 


GE The aft Song and General Chorus. 


\- x6 $7O'N ©: 

Of Love Wit and Wine; our Songs we'll * 
The tripple Alliance were boaſting; 

With Wit we can celebrate Beauty's praſſe, 
With Wine we thoſe Beauty's are Toaſting. © 

To Portugals paint or O Air, | 
We never will be in debt Ah! 

Pure white and red Blooms in the Face of our Fan 
And Wit has Eclips d the Burletts. 


Then in Chorus 
To Love 


$$. 


join, 


Wit Ez © — 5 eee 


N 


To thofe Men of Taſteg 


Who'« on Love Wit feaſt, 
Of Old England, Old England, 
Huzza Old 9 for. ever. 
T > 
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And ound them forth! Clever, BY A 


Fa 
or ae 115 
- 


— — ” 


— 


1 


„ 


SG 
13 


DE 
e $7: 
3. 


. 
* a 
* > 1 4 
* * — 4 — * 
« » ®, 4.4 5 1 
4% * * 


* * 


> 
"> at 


n 

* 

* 

2 . FP 
— — 


C4 
* 
* 4 
= = 
* 4 
4 | 
* 7 
- 11 
& 8 
— 
by 2 14 
PS T 4 \ 
+77 l 
= 


—_ EP 1 I0) G6 DC 
= 1 Wi N firſt on the Stage a new Tragedy's hon, {7 


== With Prologue and Pageant tis palm d on the Town 
1 All be buſlkin'd the Hero, by Licence poetic, ,}. , _ -* 


- 


_ *Shews Attitüde, 'Emphaſis, Paſſion Theatric, \ 
* According to Law, Magna Charta Dramatic. I | 
# T: To read what is wrote in that Law I adviſe ye, - 


$754 Shake bear Reports, Primus Aus Elize. 

Then enters the Epilogue Lady to ſhow fort 
Makes a Curtſy all round, cry's your Servant, and fo forth. 
For the Town muſt have Farce after Tragedy follow ; _ 
As Children take Sugar when Phyſic they 1wallow. . 
The Curtain then drops, and the Lady Trips off. 

The Moral is this, All the World's but a Laugh. 
For the Space Time has fill'd 'twixt the Cradle and Coffin, 
Let us think as we pleaſe; is fit only-to laugh in. 
But here is the Riddle, tho Laughing's the Tet, 
The Touchſtone, diſtinguiſhing Man from a Beaſt : 
| | Yet to know how to laugh, and to laugh in right Seaſon, 
| Is an Art that can only be taught by right Reaſon. 
Some fancy they laugh, tho they dont know for what; 
Some Men we laugh with, and ſome Men we laugh at. 
The ſelt-fancy'd Wiſemen, in Conſequence great, 
Wou d not laugh for the World--it takes off from their State, 
While Romp-loving Virgins are loud in their Mirth, 


. 6 And Squires and Aldermen roar the Laugh forth. 
== Old Maids who to Chaſtity Martyrs become, [ 
AY 3 And Canker-like gnaw the ſweet, Bud of Mirth's Bloom. 
_ - Like long-lain-by Armour, they're ruſty with Scorn; bf 
_— | As Wine too long kept, will to Vinegar turn.” _ 
= In Men tis the ſame; they may ſet up for Science, — 
= And Cynical dare to ſet laugh at Defiance: I 
1 Their Learning, their Reaſon, their Wiſdom they ſhow, * 
_ Yet one half Hour's Baugh's beyond all that they know. 23 
_ 2X5 To help that laugh on we've open d dur Feaſt, . 8 
_ | If we've pleas d, or if not, on this we muſt reſt : |, | 
—_ But if you laugh with us you then crown the Jeſt. 
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